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In honor of the Christmas eve (1
supposed) she wore an evening dress
of blnck lace, and the only word for
what she looked has suffered such
misuse that one hesltates over It: yet
thnt I8 what she was—regal—and no
fess! There was a sort of splendor
about her. It detructed nothing from
this that her expression was a lttle
#nd: something not uncommon with
her latély; n certaln melancholy, faint
but detectable, like breath on a mir-
rar. 1 had attributed it to Jean Val-
Jean, though perhaps tonigiht It might
bave been due merely to bridge.

“What Is 1t7" asked Dowden, when,
after an apology for disturbing the
gane, 1 had drawn him out In the
hall,

I motloned toward the front door.
“Simeon Peck. He thinks he's got
something on Mr, Bensley. He's walt-
ing to see you" '

wden utfered a aharp, half-co-

herent exclamation and stepped qulck-

to the door. “Peck!" he sald, as he
ed It open.

“Ohb, I'm here!™ declared that gen-
tleman, stepping Into view. “T've
geme around to let you know that
you couldd't lnugh like a horse at me

no more, George Dowden! So you
't Invited, elther
ivited?" sald Dowden. “Invited
where ¥
'O‘v'pr to the ball your friend is
- “What friend
“Dave Beasley. 80 you aln't quite

@ood enough to dance with his high-
suclety friends!"

- "What are you ftalking about?
Dowden demanded, impatiently.

*l reckon you won't be quite so0
sirong fer Beasley," responded Peck,
with ﬁ:ddnd.leuve Nide” gigglé, “when
you he can use you In his business,
but when it comes to entertainin’—oh
ne, you aln't quite the boy!"

*I'd npprecinte your explalning"”
sald Dowden. “It's kind of cold
standing here”

Peck lavghed sheilly, “Then I
reckon you better git your hat and
coit and come along. Can't do us no
g-. and might be an eye-opening

you. Grist and Gus Schulmeyer
and Hank Cullop's waltln' out yonder
at the gate, We be'n havin’ kind of a
eonsultation at niy house over somep'n’
. Grist seen nt Beasley's n lttle earller
in the even!ng.
“*What dil Grist see?”

“Cabe! Cahs driviy' up to Beas-
ley's honse—a whole lot of 'em. Grist
was down the street n ]III_‘N', nndd It
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WiA pretry OUrk, DUT Ne COUID see e
lnmps and henr the doors slum as the
people got out. Bealdes, the whule
pluce I8 It up from cellar to attle.
Grist come on to my honse and told
me wbout It, and I begun usin' the
feleplione; cilled up all the men that
count In the party—found most of
'em at home, too, I ast 'em If they
was Invited to this ball tonight; and
not o one of 'em was They're only
in politles; they alo't high soclety
onough to be ast 1o Mr. Beasley's
dancin-partles! But I would ‘'a
thought he'd let you In—anyways fer

Alr, Peck shrilled
out his naceid and exultant laugh
agnin. *I got these fellers from the
newspapers, and all T want Is to git
thig here ball In print tomorrow, nnd
soe what the boys that do the work
nt the primaries huve to sny about
It—ond what thelr wives'll gay ahout
the man thnt's too hightoned to linve

‘o In his bouse. TN bet Beasley
thought he wns goin' to keep these
doln's qulet; afeald the furmers might L
not belleve he's fest the plaln mun |
he sets up to be—oTmid that folks
HEe you that nin't Invited might turn |
ogninst bim. I'll fool him! We're
goin' to ses what there I8 to see, and
I'm goin' to have these bhoys from the
newspapers write a foll account of It
1 you want to come along, 1 expect
it'll do you a power o' good.* >

“I'l go" sald Dowder, quickly. e
got his cont and bhat from n table In
the hall, and we rejolned the huddled
and shivering group at the gate,

“Got my recrult, gents!" shrilled
Peck, slapplng Dowden bolsterously
on the shoulders, “I reckon he'll git
n chaoge of heart fonlght!"

And now, sheltering my eyes from
the stinging wind, I saw what 1 bad
been too blind to see as we approached
Mrs. Apperthwalte's. Beasley's house
wis illuminated; every window, up
gtaira nnd down, was ngiow with rosy
light. That was luminously evident,
nithough the shudes, or mest of them,
were lowered,

“Look at that!" Peck turned to
Dowden, glggling trivmplinntly, “Wha'd
I tell you! How do you feel about it
now "'

“But where nre the cabs?" asked
Dowden, gravely,

“Folks all come,” answered Mr.
Peck, with complete sssurance,
“Wou't be no more cabws till they be-
gin to go home*

We plunged nhead as far as the
corner of Beasley's fence, where Peck
stopped us aganln, and we drew to-
gelber, slapplog our hands and stamp-
Ing our feet. Peck was delighted—a
thoroughly happy man ; his sour glggle
of exultation had become contlouons,
and the same jovial brenk was sudi-
ble in Orist's
Journal reporter and me:

“Gu nhead, boys. Git your story.
We'll walt here fer you"

The Journal reporter started to-
ward the gate; he had gone, perhape
twenty feet when Simeon Peck whist-
led sharp warning., The reperter
¥ short In his tracks.

Beasley's front door was thrown
open, ahd: there stood Beasley himself
in evening dress, bowing and smiling,
but not at us, for he did net see us.
The bright hall behind hlm was beau-
tiful with evergreen streamers and
wreaths, and great flowerlng plants In
Jars, A straln of dance-musle windered
out to us ns the door opened, but there
was nobody except David Beasley In
slght, which certaluly secmned pecullar
~for a ball!

“"Hest of ‘em Inside, dancln',” ex-
plained Mr. Peck, crouchipg belilnd
the picket-fence. “It'll be the house Is
more'n half full o' low-necked wim-
uiln!™

“8h1" sald Grist. “Listen to Dave
Beasley."

jey had begun to speak, and his
y loud -and. clear; sounded over
the wind, “Come right in, Colonel!™.
he sald. “I'd have eent a cab
for you If you hadn't telephoned me
thls afterncon that your rheumatism
was 50 bad you dldn't expect to be
able to come, I'm glnd you're well
ngnin.  Yes, they're nll here, and the
Indies are nlun' up a dance In the
sitting-room,”

(1t wag nt (his moment thut 1 re-
celved upop the ealf of the right teg
u kick, the ecstutle violeneadbf which
led me to ntiribute It, and rightly, to
Mr. Dowden,)

“Gentlemen's  dressingroom  up-
sinirs to- the right, Colonel,” enlled
Beasley, as Le closed the door,

There was i panse of hwed ellence
AMONg NE,

(I tmproved It by relurning the
kick to Mr. Dowden. He made no
ncknowlédgment of its reception other
than to sink his chin a little decper

volee ne he sald to the |

THE FARMINGTON TIMES, FAII(ING‘N)N HIBEOUII. Dmm 29, 1922

rwen,  NONTROTY, "Who—ﬂut
Dave Beastey tulkin' to? There wam't
nobody there !

“Git out” Grist bade bim; but his
tone was perturbed. *“He seen that

reporter, He was givin' us the
Inugh,"

“He's crazy " exclalmed Peck, ve-
hemently,

Immediately all four members of his
party began to talk at the same time:
Mr. Schulmeyer agresing with Grist,
and Mr, Cullop holding with Peck
that Beasley hod surely become In-
sane; while the Journal man, re-
turning, was certaln that he had not
been seen. Argument became a
wrangle ; escitement over the remark-
able scene we hnd witnessed, and,
perhaps, a certain sharpness partinlly

red by the risk of freesipg,
ledd to some bitterncss, High words
were flung upon the wind. Eventually,
Simeon Peck got the floor to hlmself
for a moment.

“See here, boys, there's no use
glttin' mad amongs' ourselves” he
vociférated, “One thing we're all
ngredd on: nobody here never seen no
such a dmn pecnlinr performance as
we Jest seen In their whole lives he-
fore. Thurfore, ball or no ball, there's
somep'n' mighty wrong about this
business, Aln't that so?"

They sald it was,

“Well, then, there's only obe thing
to do—let's find out what 1t is"

“You bet we will"

“1 wouldn't send no one in there
alone,” Peck went on, excitedly, “with
A crasy man, Bealdes, 1T want to see
what's goin' on, myself.”

“And so do wel™ This declaration
was unanimous.

“Then let's see If there aln't some
wny to do it. Perhaps lie ain't pulled
all the shades down on the other side
tha ho) Lots o' people fergit to do
that,”

There was but one mind in the party
regarddng this proposal, The next
nitnute saw us all cautiously snenk-
ing into the side yard, a regged line
of hent and Napping ﬂkllh‘ﬂ binck
| ngalnst the show.

Simeon Peck’s expectntlons were fil-
fiiled—more thon fulfilled. Not only
were all the shades of the big three-
el bay-window of the “sitting room™
lifted, but (evidently on account of
the too grent generosity of a huge log-
fire that blazed In the old-fashloned
chlmaey-place) one of the windows
wos half-ralsed as well. Here, In the
glhindow just beyond the rosy oblongs
of lght that fell upon the soow, we
gathered and looked freely within,

Part of the room was clear to our
view, though about half of it was shut
off from us by the very king of nll
Christmas trees, glittering with dozens
nnd dozens of candles, smaptuous in
gilver, sparkiing In gold, and laden

with Heaven alone knows how many

=

Opposite the Tres, rile Back Agalnst
the Wall, 8at“Old Beb,

and whot delectable entleements, Op-
posite the Tree, his back agalost the
wall, sat old Bob, eclad In n dress of
Elnte, part of which cooslsted of a
swallow-tall coat (with an overgrown
chrysanthemum In the buttonhole), a
red vecktle, and a pink-and-silver 1ib-
erty cap of tissue-paper, e was scrap-
Il).r a fiddie “like old tlwes come
ngain,” and the tune he played wns,
“Oh, my Liza, po’ gul!™ My feet
shuffied to It in thie snow.

No one excopt old Bob was to be
seen In the room, hut-we watched him
and listened breathlessly. When he
Tinished *“Lign,” he lald the fddie
across his knee, wiped his face with
A new and brilliant blue silk handker-
chlef, and safd:

“Now come de blg speech.”

The Honornble David Beasley, car-
rylng a small mahogany table, stepped
out from beyond the Christmas tree,
mdvunced o the center of the room;
get the table down: disappenred for
a moment ond retorned with o white

ter-pitcher and o glass. He placed
those upon the table, howed grocefully

.su\-nm.it‘i_mm then spoke:
“Ladies and gentlemen—" There he

paused,

“Well” sald AMr. Simeon Peck, slow-
Iy, “don't this beat hell P

"Look out!” The Journal reporiér
twitched hig sleeve. "Ladles present."

“Where?" sald 1.

He leaned nearer me and spoke in

into the collar of hig ulster.)
“Hy the Almighty " suld Simean

a low tone.
*mbmuu Bhe followed us

ove: from your buuung notise, Bhe's
been standing around near us all
along. I supposed she was Dowden's
daughter, probably."”

“He hasn't any daunghter,” I said,
and stepped back to the hooded
figure 1 had beet too absorbed in our
quest to notlce,

It was Miss Apperthwalte,

8he had thrown a loose cloak over
her head and shoulders; but enveloped
in it as she was, and crested and
epanletted with white, I knew her at
once. There was oo mistaking her,
even o a blizzard. |

Shd caught my hand with a strong,
quick pressure, and, bending her hoad
to mine, sald In n soft whisper, close
to my ear:

“I heard everything that man sald
in onr hallway. You left the Hbrary
door open when you ealled Mr. Dow-
dén ont." |

“Bo 1 returned, mallciously, “you
—you couldn’t help following!” |

She released my hand—gently, to
my surprise.

“Hush," she whispered. “He's say-
ing something."

“Ladles and gentlewen,” eald
Beasley ugaln—and stopped agnin,

Dowden’s volee sounded hysterically
in my right ear. (Miss Apperthwalte
had whispered In my left.) “The ounly
speech he's ever made In his life—
and he's stuck 1™ '

But Bensley wasn't: he was only
deliberating.

“Ladles nnd gentlemen,” he began—
“Mr. and Mrs, Hunchberg, Colonel
Hunchberg and Aunt Cooley Huneh-
berg, Miss Molanna, Mirs Queen, and
Miss Marble Hunchberg, Mr, Noble,
Mr. Tow, and Mr. Grandee Hunchberg,

Mr. Corley’ Linbridge, and Master
Hammersley :—You see before you to.
night, In my person, mwerely the rep-
resentative of your ronl host, Mister
Swift, Mister Swift has expressed a
wigh that there should be a speech,
and hns deputed me to make it. e
requests that the subject he has ns-
signed me should be treated In ns dig- |
nifled n mooner as s possible—con- |

gldering the orator, Luadles and
gentlemon”—he (ook a sip of water—
“1 will now address you upon the fol-
lowlng subject: 'Why We Call Christ-
mas Thoe the Best Time'

“Christmns time is the best time be-
cuaude It Is the kindest time, Nobody |
ever felt ‘very happy without feellng
very kind, and nobody ever felt very
kind without feeling at least a lttle
happy. 8o, of course, elther way
about, the happlest time Is the kind-
est time—thut's this time. The most
beautiful things our eyves ¢an see are
the stars; and for that reason, and In
retembrance of One star, we set
eandles on the Tree to be stars in the
house. 8o we muke Christmas time
a thime of stars Indoors; and thoy
shine warmly ngniust the cold out-

Frdoorsabat i-like Ahe oeld of -ottwr

sensons not so kind. We set our hnn-
dred candles on the Tree and keep
them bright throughout the Christ-

mas time, for while they shine upon |

us we have light to sea this life, not
85 n battle, but as the march of &
mighty Fellowship! Ladles and gentles
men, T thank you!"

He bowed to right and leff, as to an
sudlence politely applaoding, and,
lifting the table and Its burden, with-
drow; while old Bob agaln wset his
fiddle to his chiln and started to serape
the preliminary meéasure of a quadrille,

Beasley was back In an Instant,
shouting as he came: *“Take your
pardners ! Balance all!”

And then and there, nnd all by Lim-
self, he danced a quadrille, perforine
Ing at one mand the same time for
four lvely eouples. Never In my life
have I seen such gyratlons and capers
ns were cut by that long-legged, loose-
‘folnted, miraculonsly fiylng figure, He
was In the wiidest motion without
cessation, never the fractlon of an In-
stant stil; ealllng’ the Mgirea at the
top ‘of Na volce and dancing them
slmultaneously ; his expression anxlous
but polite (ns is the habit of other
dapcers) ; his hands extended as if to
swing his partner or corner, or “‘op-
posite lady ;" and his feet lifting high
and fapplog down in an old-fashloned
step.

“First four, forward and back|” he
shouted, “Forward and salute! Bal
ance to corners! BSwing pardners!
Gra-rand Right-and-Left 1"

I think the combination of abandon
and decorum with which BLe per
formed that “Geand Right-and-Left”
wans the funniest thing I have ever
seen. Buat I dide't Inugh at it

Nelther did Miss Apperthwaite, at
my side.

“Now do you believe me? Peck
was arguing, flercely, with Mr, Schul-
moyer, “Is he crazy, or aln't hey”

“He In," Grist agreed, hoarsely. “He
Is & stark, starln’, ravin', roarin' luna-
tic! And the nigger's humorin' him !

They were all staring, open-mouthed
and aghast, into the lighted room.

“Do you where It puts us?
Simeon: Péck's rasping voice rose
high,

“1 guess 1 do!™ suld Grist. “We
come out fo buy a harn, and got &
bouse and lot fer the snme money. It's
the greatest night's work you ever
done, 8im Peck!"

"I guess |t is!"

“Shake on it, Stm."

They shook hands, exalted with frl-
wnph. *

“This'll do the work,"” glggled Peck,
“It's nbout two-thotusand per cent bel-
ter than the story we started to git
Why, Dave Beasley'll he in a padded
cell in a month! It b all over town
tomorrow, nnd he'll lmve a8 much
chanee fer governor as that nigger In
there!" In hig ecstasy he smote Dow-
dep dellrlously In the ribe. "“What do
you think of your candidate now?i"

“Walt,” sald Dowdén. “Who came
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rutibea his mitten over lis woolen
cap as If scratching his head. “Why,"

; he sald, slowly—"who In Halifax did

come In them eabs?"
“The Hunchbergs? Where—"
“Listen," sald Dowden,

“Pirst couple, face ont!" shounted I

Beasley, faclng out with an invisible
lady on his akimboed arm, while old
Bob sawed madly at “A New Coon In
Town,"

“Second couple, fall In!" Beasley
wheeled about and enaeted the second
couple.

“Third couple!”™ He fell in behind
himself again.

“Fourth couple, If you plense! Bal-
ance—ALL !—1 bheg yonr pardon, Miss

| Molanua, 'm afrald T stepped on your

tralp.—8ashay AN

After the “sasliny"—the noblest and
most dashing bit of gymnastics dis-
played In the whole quadrille—he
bowed profoundly to hig Invisible part-
ner and cume to a pause, wiping his
streaming face, Old Bob dexterously
swung a “A New Coon" Into the stately
mensures of a triumphal march.

“And now," Beasley announced, In
gtentorlan tones, “If the Indles will be
50 kind ns to take the gentlemen's
arme, we wiil proceed to the dining
room and partnke of a slight colln-
tion."

Thereupon cnme :'-q!m-ﬂvr plping of

Joy  from that of the room
which had been se M m-lf rrum us by
i the Tree, -

screened from us by the Tree,

“0Oh, Cousin David Beasley, that was

the beautifollest quadrille ever diunced
in the world! And now, please, won't
von tuke Mre. Hunchberg out to sup-
per?"

'l"bm lnto thp vision of our paralyzed
and dumfounded watchers came the
little wagon, pulled by the old roi-
ored woman, Dob's wife, In her best,
and there, propped upon pillows, lay
Hamlilton Swift, Junior, his =oul
sliining rapture out of his great eyes,
a bright spot of color on each of his
thin cheels,

He lifted himself on one elbow, and
for un Instant gomething seemed to be
wrong with the brace which was under
his chin.

Beasley sprang to him and adjusted
It tenderly, Then he bowed elnborate
Iy toward the mantel-plece,

“Mrs. Honchberg," he sald, "may I
have the honer?" And offered his nrm.

“And 1 must have Mister Hunol-
bherg." chirped Hamliton, *“He must
wulk with me.”

"He tells me," sald Beasley, “hn'll
be mighty glad to. And there's a
plate of bones for Slmpledorin.”

"You lead the way," cried the child;
“you and Mre, Hunchberg."

“Are we all In Une? Beasley
;l:mced back over his shoulder. “Hoo-

! Now, let us on. Ho! Musie there "

“Broeerasvo!™  applouded  Mister
Swift.
And Beasiey, his head thrown back

and his chest out, proudly led the way,
spping nobly and o time to the ex-
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in the cabs-that Grist saw 7"
[ This staggered Mr. Deck. He

-

l

LYo Laad the Wau™ Cried the Childs
T e At S e mpy - s s .
“¥ou and Mra. Hunchberg."

hilarating measuros.  HMamilion Swife,
Junlor, towed by the benming old mams
my, followed In his wagon, his thin
lHttle arm wupliffed ond his fingers
curled as If they held o trusied hand,

When they reached the door, old
Bob rose, tarned in ofter them, and,
still Adding, played the procession am!
hlmsalf down the hall,

And po they masched nway, and wa
were left starlng Into the emply,
room. ., .

“My soul)" snld the Journal res
porter, gaaping, “And he did all that—
Just to please a lttle sick kid "

“I ean't figure It out” murmured
Bim Peck, plteonsly.

*I can,” sald the Journal reporter.

story will he all over town lo-
morrow.” He glanced at me, and [
nodded, "IN b all over town" he
continued, “theugh not In any of the
papers—and 1 den't belleve It's going
to hurt Dave Beasley's chonces any."

Mr. Pecle and his companlons turned
toward the street and went sllently,

The young man from the Journal
overtook them. *Thank you for send-
ing for me" he sald, cordinlly, “You've
given me o trent. 1'm for Beasley ™

Dowden pwot Nhis hapd on my
shoulfer, o had not observed the
third figure still remnining.

“Well, sir,” he remoarked,
the snow from hls coat, “they were
right about one thing: It certaloly wan
mighly fow down of Dave not to invite
me—and you, too—to bis Christmns
party. Let hhn go to thunder with
his old fovitations, I'm golng in, any-
way! Gome on. I'm plom froze™

There wos n slde door Just bhevond
the bay window, and Dowden twwent fo
It and mbg, loud and long, It wos
Bensley Mmaelf who opened It

“Wlat In (he name—" he liegan, o
the ruddy Mght fell upon Dowiden's
foce and npon me, standing a little way
behiml. “What are you Lwo—snow.
banka? What on earth are you fellows
dolng out here§”

"We've cotre to your Chrlstmas paes
ty, you okl horsethisf!"  Thus Mr.
Diovweilen,

“Hoo-ray |" sak) Beasley,

Dowden furned o me,
coming "

“What are vou walting for, old fek
low T xald Repsdey,

I walted o moent Jonger, ol then
it happeted,

She came out of the shindow il
wont 1o the foot of the steps, lee
cloak falling from her shoulders as ala
passed me. 1 pieked It ap.

She lifted  her  arpw  ple nilingly,
thm*h ler head wos tu-ul with wlutt®
soomed (00 me S beagtifel  sart of
shame, She stood there with the spoie
itrlving ngninst ber nnd did not spea's.
Bensley Jdrew his hand slowly across
his eyrs—to see If they were really
there, 1 think,

“David," she sald, at lasi.

shaking

“Aren't you

“Yon've

gol #o0 many lovely people In your
house tonight, Isu't there room for.—.
for jJust one fool?
tme "

It's Christmas

m HND).




